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keyed to an evil pitch as he strode along his forest
track that evening. The moon shone, but its
right-hand rim had already shrunk and its light
fell chill on the crazy cabin. No pensive light of
past days shone from it; it was wholly of the
present. It seemed to be hastening to complain
to him that it was sorely in need of repairs, that
it lay on land belonging to an enemy, was the
property of that enemy, and that inside it were
two human beings whose existence was not
specially desirable.
The road onward was clear.